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PSALM LXXI. Long etre. 
Praiſe to Gon from all Nature, 5 


1 ATURE with all her pon ra ſhall fing 
N God the Creator and the, Kin : = y 544 
Nor air, nor earth, nor. ſkies, nor e 27 
Deny the tribute of their praiſe. 230 801 x 

2 Begin to make his glories known, | 
Ye angels, that furround his throne ; 

Exalt your ſtrains, and ſpread the ſound 
To the creation's utmoſt bound. x 


A 2 3 All 
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3 All mortal things of meaner frame 


Exert your force, and own his name; 
Whilft with your ſouls, and with our voice, 
We ſing his honours and our joys. | 


4 Yet, mighty Gop, our feeble frame 
Attempts in vain to reach thy name; 
The ftrongeſt notes that angels raiſe, f 
Faint in the worſhip and the praiſe. 1 


% 


PSALM LxXII. Short Metre. © 
Praiſe to GoD from all Nations. 


I YE nations, praiſe the Lozp, 
Each with a diff' rent tongue; 
In every language learn hig word, 
And let his name be ſung. 
2 While angels ſound his praiſe, 
Let mortals learn their ſtrains, 
Let all the earth his honours raiſe ; 
O'er all the earth he reigns. _- 
3 Praiſe him with-awe profound 
Let knowledge lead the ſong; gz 
Nor mock him with a folemn found | 
.._ _ Upan a thoughtleſs tongue. :" "= x 
4 Far be his honour ſpread; | 
And let his praiſe endure, | 
Till morning light and ev'ning ſhade - 
Shall be exchang'd no more. 7 — 1 
5 The Gop we worſhip now 1 
Will guide us till we die; a WD 
Will be our Gon while here below, n 
And ours above the ſky. | * 2 
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PART HI. 
PSALM un, Short Metre. || 
LMIGHTY Maker, Gop! 

How wond'”rous is thy name! 


Thy glories how diffus'd abroad 
Thro? the creation's frame! 


2 Nature in every dreſs _ 

Her humble homage pavs, 

And finds a thouſands ways t' expreſs © + 
Thine undifſembled praiſe. . 


3 My ſoul would riſe and fing 
To her Creator too, 5 
Fain would my tongue adore my King, - 
And pay the homage due. 
4 Let joy and worſhip ſpend 
The remnant of my days, 
And to my Gop, my ſoul, aſcend, 
In grateful ſongs of praiſe. _ 


PSALM LXXIV, Proper Tune. 
Praiſe to GoD in Proſperity and Adverſity. 


x JDRAISE to Gop, immortal praiſe, 
For the love that crowns our days; LS 


Bounteous ſource of every joy, 
Let thy praiſe our tongues employ. 


2 For the bleſſings of the field, 
For the ſtores the gardens yield, 
For the vine's exalted juice, 
For the generous olive's uſe ; REY 
3 Flocks that whiten all the'plain, — . 
Yellow ſheaves of ripen'd grain; SE Jaan 
Clouds that drop their fatt' ning des & 
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pring with bounteous- hand. 

Scatters o'er the ſmiling lands © 
All that liberal aututn-pours-. , 
From her rich o'erflowing ſtores ; 

5 Theſe to thee, oy Gab, we owe; 
Source whence all our bleſſings flow; 
And for theſe, my ſoul ſhall-raiſe 
Grateful vows and ſolemn praiſe. 
| Pauss. 


& 


s Yet ſhould rifing whirlwinds tear 


From its ſtem tit riperſing ear; 
Should the fig-tree's- blaſted ſhoot 


Drop her green untimely fruit; 


7 Should the vine put forth no more, 
Nor the olive yield her ſtore; 


Though the fick'ning flocks ſhould fall, 


And the herds deſert the ſtall. 


8 Should thine alter'd havd' refrain 


The early and the latter rain; 
Blaſt each opening bud of joy, 
And the rifing year deftroy; 
9 Yet to thee my ſoul ſhall raife 
Grateful vows, and ſolemn a 3 
And when every bleſſing's flown, 
Love thee—for thyſelf alone. 


PSALM LXXV. common Metre. 
Praiſe ts Gon in Life and Death. 
r M* ſoul ſhall praiſe thee, O my Gon, 


Thro' all my mortal days; 
And to eternity prolong 
Thy vaſt, thy boundleſs praiſe, 
2 In every ſmiling happy hour, 
Be this my ſweet employ x 
Thy praiſe refines my earthly-bliſs, 
And heightens all my joy. 


* 


PART m. 
hen gl care: and. deep. diſtreſa, 
When gloomy 


AMi& my throbbing 


My tongue ſhall learn W thy e, 
And lull each pain to reſt. 


Nor ſhall my tongus alone proclaim - 
The honours ;Gep;; | 


My life with all. its. ive pow'rs 
Shall ſpread thy praiſe abroad. 


And when theſe-lips; ſhall, ceaſe to move, 
When death ſhall eloſe theſe eyes, 

Then ſhall my ſoul. to nobler heights hr. 
Of joy and tranſport re, _ 

Then ſhall her pow'rs in endleſs ſtrains, 


ge grateful tribute pay; | 
theme demands an angels tongue, 
* an eternal day. 


PSALM LXXVI. Common Metre. 


. Praiſe to Gon through all the Changes of Lit 


FR of mercies, Gop of love, 
Pp 2 and 8 Gopz 

I'll ſing the honours of thy name, 
And ſpread thy praiſe abroad. 


2 My ſoul in pleafing wonder loft, - 
Thy various love ſurveys; 

Where ſhall my grateful lips begin, 
Or where conclude thy praiſe ? 


In Lig period — my life, | £ 
y thoughts of love appear; = 
Thy mercies glide each tranfient forne, 
And crown each paſling year. 


In all theſe mercies may my ſoul e 
A father's bounty ſee; 
Nor let the gifts thy grace beſtows | 
Eſtrange my * om thee. Fo 
a4 $ Teach 
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8 DART m. 


3 Teach me in time of deep diſtreſs * 0 
To own thy hand, my Go: ee 
And in fubmiſſive filerice hear 
The iefions of thy rod. 


6 In every mortal e 


Each b br t, each gloomy ſcene, 
Give me a meek and humble mind, 
Still equal and ſerene. | 


8 Then will I cloſe mine e n 


Without one anxious fear, 
For death itſelf is life, my Gop, 
If thou art with me there. 


PSALM LXXVI. Proper Tune. 
Praiſe to God by all Mankind. 
1 O COME all ye ſons of Adam and raiſe 
A ſong unto Gop : how lovely his praiſe 


Adore him, who reigns in his glory above, 
And fills the wide earth with his tokens of love. 


2 His breath is your life, your reaſon a ray 


Effus'd from his light to guide all your ways; 
He heals your diſeaſes, your wants he ſupplies, 
And wipes away tears from the penitent's eyes,” 


3 Daſh down your falſe Gods of filver and ſtone, 
Him worſhip who made earth and heaven alone; 
His prophet, his ſon, his ſalvation receive, 
Flee, flee from perdition, obey him and- live. 


4 O Father of men, in merey command 
Thy goſpel to ſhine on all human land; 
That far as the ſun e' er diffuſes his flame, . _ - 
Thy praiſes may rife in Meſſiah's great name. 
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| PSALM LXXVIIL Short Netre. 
Chriftian Sons Goo. 


REHOLD, what wond”rous gr, 
The Father hath beſtow'd. 
On ſinners of a mortal race, 
To call them ſons of God! 


It doth not yet appear 
How great we muft be made; 
But when we ſee our Saviou here, 
We ſhall be like our head. 


A hope ſo much divine 
May trials well endure, 

May purge our ſouls from ſenfe and fin, 
As CHRIST the Loxp is pure. 


If in my Father's love 

I ſhare a filial þart, | 
Send down thy ſpirit like a dove 

To reft upon my heart. 


We would no longer lie 

Like ſlaves beneath the throne z 
My faith ſhall Abba Father cry, 

And thou the kindred own. 


PSALM LXXIX. Common Metre. 


ESUS, the friend of human kind, | 

With ſtrong compaſſion mov'd, I 
Deſcending like a pitying Gop, | = 
To fave the ſouls he lov'd. 


2 The powers of darkneſs leagued in vain _ 
To bind his ſoul in death; 

He ſhook their-kingdom when he fell, 
With his expiring breath, ö 
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10 RAR Y m. 
| 3 Not long the tin of hell could ben 


The hope of Judan's line; 


Corruption never. cauld take hold 
On aught ſo much divine. 


4 And now his conquering chariot. wheels | 
Aſcend the lofty ſkies ; 
| While broke, beneath his powerful croſs, 
Death's iron ſceptre lies. 


5 Exalted high at Gop's right hand. 
And LoxD of all below, | 

'Thro? him his pardoning love diſpens'd, 
And boundleſs bleſſings flow. 


6 And ftill for erring, guilty man, 


A brother's pity flows ;. | 
And ftill his bleeding heart is tauch' 


With memory of our woes. 


7 To thee, my Saviour, and my king, 
Glad homage let me give; | 
And ſtand prepar'd like thee to die, 
With thee that I may live. 


PSALM LXXX. Proper Tune. 


For. Eafter Sunday. 
1 ANGEL! roll the rock away 3 
Hallelujah“! 
Death yield up thy mighty prey 3 ; 
See he riſes from the tomb; 
Glowing in immortal bloom. 


2 Tis the Saviour, angels, raiſe 
Fame's eternal trump of praiſe, 
Let the world's remoteſt bound 
Here the joy-inſpiring ſound. 


3 Shout, ye ſaints, in rapturous ſong 


Let the ſtrains be ſweet and ſtrong „ 


Shou 
FN Hallelnjah to be repeated after every line. 


1 


hout the Son af Gon, this morn 
om his ſepulchre new rn. 
ail, victorious Ixsus, hail ;. 
dn thy cloud of glory ſal. - 

the 


long triumph thro | 
p to waiting worlds on | 


Teaven diſplays her portals wide, 
lorious hero thro? them ride; 
ing of glory, mount the throne, 
hy great Father's, and thy o-W- a. 


owers of heaven, ſeraphic ſres 

ing and ſweep your ſounding lyres; 

ons of men, in humble ſtrain, 

ing your mighty Saviour's reign. . 

very note with wonder fwell;, 

in o'erthrown and captiv*d hell! 

here is hell's once dreaded king ? 

here O death, thy mortal ſting? 
PSALM LXXXI. Common Metre. 

The Divine Preſence the good Man's Conſolation. 
O thee — Gor, my days are known; 
My ſoul enjoys the thought; 

y actions all before thy face, 

Nor are my wants forgot. 


ach ſecret breath devotion vents 
Is vocal to thine ear; 

ind all my walks of daily life 
Before thine eye appear. 


he vacant hour, the active ſcene 

Thy mercy ſhall approve; | 
ind ev'ry pang of ſympathy, | * 
And ev'ry care of love. ot = 
Each golden hour of beaming light 1 
Is gilded by thy rays; „ 


* 
* 


2 * 
p - 


A PART ns 


And dark afflition's midnight loom 
A preſent Gov ſurveys. © 8 
5 Full in thy view thro? life I paſs, 
And in thy view I die; 
And, when each mortal bond i 18 broke, 
Shall find my Go is nigh. 


6 Strip'd of its little earthly all 
My ſoul in ſmiles ſhall go; 
And in a heav'nly heritage, 
Its father's bounty know. 


PSALM LXXXII, Long Metre. 
The Equity of the Divine Diſpenſations. 
I 1313 of men, who can complain 0 
Under thy mild and equal reign? [ 
Who does a weight of duty ſhare 1 
More than his aids and pow'rs can bear? 
2 With diff' ring climes and diff ' ring lands, 
With fruitful plains and barren ſands, 


Thy hand bath form' d this earthly round, 
And ſet each nation in its bound. | 
3 With like variety thy ray 
Here ſheds a full, there fainter day; 
hile all are in their meaſure ſhow'd 
The way to happineſs and Gop 
4 O the unbounding grace which brou cht 
To us the words by JEsvs taught! 
So bleſt and with, ſuch hopes inſpir'd, 
How much is giv'n, how much requir' d! 


PSALM LXXXII. short Metre. 
Worldly Anxiety reproved. 


2 do I thus perplex 
My life, a breath of air, 


With fears * diftant ills, and vex 
n My heart with fruitleſs care? 


PART HI. 


can thought and toil increaſe” 

My days appointed ſum ? | 

hy waſte I then my time, wy" peace, 
To hoard for years to come: | 


Theſe covetous defires, 

Theſe reſtleſs cares TI leave Bin] 
> them whoſe hope at death expires,” 
And who in chance believe. 


Will he whoſe bounty gave | 
My life, its food deny 

Tho form'd my nature a apt to crave, 
Its cravings not ſupply ? 


Behold the flowers that grow, 

That for the furnace ſtand, 

ith what rich dies their garments glow 
Without the lab'ring hand. 


The tribes that wing tlie ſky, 
That neither ſow nor reap, 

end up to Go their daily cry, 
Who gives them food and ſleep. 


Then, let to-morrow's cares 
Until to-morrow ſtay : 

he trouble which to-day prepares, 
Suffices for to-day. 


To nobler work applied 

My ſoul ſhall upwards climb; 
and truſt my Father to provide 

The — © things of time. 


PSALM LXXXIV. Common Metre. 
The LorD's Prayer imitated. 
ATHER of all! eternal mind! 
Immenſely good and great ! 


hy children form'd and bleſs'd by thee, 
Approach thy — ſeat. 


13 Thy name in hallog?d-firains;be dune! it 


2 From the fair chambers of the ont: AE 


uw pu Nr 


3 hp. join the ſolemn praiſe : of, 40 
o thy great name With heart, and tongue, K 
Our chearful homage raiſe. 7 85 
3 As angels round thy ſeat. above, - | 

Thy bleſt commands fulfil ; 


So may thy creatures here below | 
Perform thy heavenly will. 


4 On thee we day by hoy depend, by 

Our daily wants ſupply: _ 111. 

And feed with truth and virtue pure, Ws. 
Our ſouls which never die. 


s Extend thy grace to every fault, | 
Oh! let thy love forgive: - 
Teach us divine forgiveneſs too, 
Nor let reſentments live. | 1 79 
6 Where tempting ſvares heſtrew the e mays. nl 
Permit us not to tread-:.. - * 
_ Avert the threat' ning evil near, * 
From our unguarded:head. | "248 
7 Thy ſacred name . | l 
With joyful humble mind; 
And praiſe thy goodneſs, neui ann. 
Eternal, unconfin' d. 


PSALM LXXXV. Ra Mar.” 
A Moraing Shaw. 
1 Hop of the morning, 26 white voice -- 


The chearful ſun 2 to rife, 
And like a doth rejeice 


To run his journey thro the hies. 


7 


The circuit of his race beginz, 
And without wegrineſs, or reſt 


* the whole execs and ſhines. | 0 
4 0 30 


* 
4 
1 
we.” 
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Oh, like the ſun, may- I fulfill 
h' appointed duties of the 
ith ready mind and active — * | 
March on and keep my heav'aly way. 
But I ſhould rove and loſe the race, 
Jf Go, my ſun, mall diſappear, 

nd leave me in the world's wide maze 
o follow ev'ry wand'ring ſtar. 


Load, thy commands are clean * 
alight” ning our beclouded eyes; ' 
hy threat nings juſt, thy promiſe ſure, 
hy goſpel makes the fimple wiſe, . 
ive me thy counſel for my guide, 

\nd then receive me to thy bliſs ; 

Al my defires and hopes beide 
\re faint and cold, compar'd with this 


PSALM LXXXVI. Long Metre. 
An Evening Hymn. - 
T1. are] Loup has led me r day | 
us far his pow'r 4 m 83 
And ev'ry ev'ning ſhall make kno g 
Some freſh memorial of — — 


Much of my time has run to waſte, 
And I perhaps am near my home; 
But he forgives my follies paſt, 
He gives me ſtrength for days to come. 
] lay my body down to fleep, 24 
Peace i is the pillow for my head; | 
His ever-watchful eye ſhall bows. - ; 1 
Its conſtant guard around my bead. > 49 £ 
Faith in his name fotbids my fear: 
O may thy preſence ne er depart !' ELD, 
And in the mdviting —— et vatF 
The love and - kindneſs of thy heart. 
; . 5 Thus 
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16 PA RT I. 


3 Bleſs'd are the meek who ſtand afar 


7 


5 Thus when the night of death ſnall come, 
* My fleſh ſhall reſt beneath the ground, 
And wait thy voice to rouſe my tomb, 
With ſweet ſalvation in the ſound. 


PSALM LXXXVI. Long Metre. 


Te Beatitudes. 


x TDLESS'D are the humble ſouls that ſee 
Their emptineſs and poverty; 3 * 
Treaſures of grace to them are giv'n, A 
And crowns of joy laid up in heav'n. 1 
2 Bleſs'd are the men of broken heart, 

Who mourn for fin with inward ſmart; 


From heaven the ſtreams of mercy flow,” 
A healing balm for all their woe. 


5232 58 


From rage and paſſion;-noiſe and war; 
Gop will ſecure their happy ſtate, 


And plead their cauſe againſt the great. y 
4 Bleſs'd are the ſouls that thirſt for grace, ) 

Hunger and long for righteouſneſs; 

They ſhall be well ſupplied and fed c 


With living ſtreams and living bread. 


$5 Bleſs'd are the men whoſe bowels 'move 
And melt with fſympathy and love, 
From CnRIST the LoxD ſhall they obtain 
Like ſympathy and love again. 


6 Bleſs'd are the pure, whoſe hearts are clean 
From the defiling b pow rs of fin; 
ure —_ 1 ce RY 


With endleſs plea 
A God of ſpotleſs purity. 


5 Bleſs'd are the men of pee life; or t 14g 
Who quench the coals of growing 4 0 
They ſhall be call'd the heirs of bliſs, 4155 
* ſons of Gov, the Gon of peace, · 


Bleſs'd are the ſult M e partake 
Of pain and ſhame f SUS" ſake; 


Their ſouls ſhall triumph in the Lox, 
Glory and joy are their reward. 


PSALM LXXXVII. Common Metre. 
The Advantages of early Religion. 


** the man whoſe early years 
Receive inſtruction well: 

ho hates the ſinners path, and fears 
The road that leads to hell. 


"hen we devote our youth to Gop, 
'Tis pleaſing in his eyes; 

\ flow'r, when offer'd in the bud, 
Is no vain ſacrifice. 


Tis eaſier work if we begin 
To fear the Lord betimes; 
While finners that grow old in fin 
Are harden'd in their crimes. 


"Twill ſave us from a thouſand ſnares, 
To mind religion young ; 

Grace will preſerve our following years, 
And make our virtue ſtrong, 


PSALM LXXXVIII. Common Metre. 
Inconſlancy in Religion. 


PERPETUAL ſource of light and gracc, | 
We hail thy ſacred name : g 


Thro' ev'ry year's revolving round 
Thy goodneſs is the ſame. 


0n us, all-worthleſs as we are, 
Its wond'rous mercy pours ; 

Sure as the heav'ns eſtabliſh'd courſe, 
And plenteous as the ſhow'rs. 


B 5s Inconitant 


2 
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3 Inconſtant ſervice we r 
And treach'rous vow ew; 

Falſe as the morning's ſcatt' ring cloud, 
And tranſient as the dew. 


4 In flowing tears our guilt we mourn, 
And loud implore thy grace, 
To bear our feeble footſteps on 
In all thy righteous ways. 


5 Arm'd with thine energy divine 
Our ſouls ſhall ſteadfaſt move, 
And with increafing tranſport preſs 

On to thy courts above. 


6 So by thy pow'r the morning ſun 
Purſues his radiant way, 
Brightens each moment in his race, 
And ſhines to perfect day. 


PSALM LXXXIX. Long Metre. 


Juſtice. 
1 M* ſoul abjure th' unhappy throng, 
Whoſe proſp*ring wealth increaſes faſt 
By fraud, by violence, and wrong, 
Still thriving for the thunders blaſt. 


2 If high or low my ſtation be, 
Of noble, or ignoble name, 
By uncorrupted honeſty 
Thy bleſſing, Lorp, I'd humbly claim. 


3 Enrich'd with that, no want I Il fear, ; 
Thy providence ſhall be my truſt; 8 
Thou wilt provide my portion here, 
Thou friend and guardian of the juſt. 


4 O may I with fincere delight 
To all the taſk of duty pay ; 
Tender of every ſocial right, 
Obedient to thy righteous ſway. 


FA 


__ 


PART III. 


ach virtue thou wilt not farget 
worlds where every virtue ſhares 
fit reward, tho? not of debt, 
ut what thy boundleſs grace prepares. 


PSALM XC. Common Metre. 


Equity. 


OME, let us ſearch our ways, and try, 
Have they been juſt and right ; | 
the great rule of equity 
Our practice. and delight ? 


hat we would have our neighbour do, 
Have we ſtill done the ſame ? | 
nd ne'er delay'd to pay his due, 

Nor injur'd his good name ? 


do we relieve the poor diſtreſs'd ? 
Nor give our tongues a looſe, 
o make their names our ſcorn and jeſt, 
Nor treat them with abuſe ? 


Jave we not found our envy grow, 
To hear another's praiſe : 
or robb'd him of his honour due, 
'By ſly malicious ways ? 

n all we fell, and all we buy, 
Is juſtice our deſign ? 

Do we remember GoD is nigh, 
And fear the wrath divine? 


n vain we talk of JEsus? blood, 
And boaſt his name in vain, 

f we can ſlight the laws of Gop, 
And prove unjuſt to men. 


20 PART. HI. 
PSALM XCI. Common Metre. 


Prudence. 


x O Tis a lovely thing to ſee 
A man of prudent heart, 
Whoſe thoughts, and lips, and life agree 
To act a uſeful part. 


2 When envy, ſtrife, and wars begin 
In little angry ſouls; 
Mark how the ſons of peace come in, 
And quench the kindling coals. 


3 Their minds are humble, mild and meek, 
Nor let their fury riſe: 
Nor paſſion moves their lips to ſpeak, 
Nor pride exalts their eyes. 


4 Their lives are prudence mix'd with love; 
Good works employ their day; 
They join the ſerpent with the dove, 
But caſt the ſting away. 


5 Such was the Saviour of mankind, 
Such pleaſures he purſu'd; 
His manners gentle and refin'd, 
His ſoul divinely good. 


PSALM XCII. Common Metre. 
Fidelity. 


ET thoſe who bear the chriſtian name 
Their holy vows fulfil ; | 
The ſaints, the followers of the lamb, 
Are men of honour ſtil]. 


2 True to the ſolemn oaths they take, 

Though to their hurt they ſwear : 
Conſtant and juſt to all they ſpeak, 

For Gon and angels hear. 
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till with their lips their hearts agree, 
Nor flattering words deviſe : 
hey know the Gop of truth can ſee 
Through every falſe diſguiſe. 


They hate th* appearance of a lie, 
In all the ſhapes it wears; 

irm to the truth; and when they die, 
Eternal life is theirs. 


PSALM XCII, Common Metre. 
Chriſtian Charity. 

E EHOLD where breathing love divine 

D Our dying maſter ſtands ! 


is weeping followers gathering round 
Receive his laſt commands. 


From that mild teacher's parting lips 
What tender accents fell ! 

The gentle precept which he gave 
Became its author well. 


“ Bleſt is the man, whoſe ſoft*ning heart 
Feels all another's pain; 

* 'To whom the ſupplicating eye 
„Was never rais'd in vain : 


* Whoſe breaſt expands with generous warmth 


A ſtranger's woes to feel; 
And bleeds in pity o'er the wound 
He wants the power to heal. 


** He ſpreads his kind ſupporting arms 
Jo every child of grief; 

His ſecret bounty largely flows, 
* And brings unmaſk'd relief. 


Jo gentle offices of love 
His feet are never ſlow ; 

He views thro? mercy's melting eye 
* A brother in a * 
3 


7 Peace 
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* Peace from the boſom of his Gop, 
« My peace to him I give; " 
«© And when he kneels before the throne, 
« His trembling ſoul ſhall hve. 


3 * To him protection ſhall be ſhewn ; 
„And mercy from above 
© Deſcend on thoſe who thus fulfil 
The perfect law of love.“ 


PSALM XCIV. Short Metre. 
Merey. 
1 TDEHOLD a wretch in woe, 
A fellow- mortal mourns : 
My eyes with tears of pity flow, 
My heart his ſighs returns. 


2 I hear the thirſty cry, 
The famiſh*d beg for bread : 
O let my ſpring its ſtream ſupply, 
My hand its bounty ſhed. 


3 Lo, the poor debtor ſues 
Pale at the penal threat, 
A ſtarving family he ſhews g 
I cancel all the debt. 


4 And ſhall not wrath relent, 
Touch'd by that humble ftrain, 
My brother crying, I repent, 
© Nor will offend again?“ 


5 How elſe, on ſprightly wing, 
Can hope bear high my pray'r - 
Up to thy throne, my God, my king, 
To plead for pardon there ? 
6 The pitiful and kind 
Thy pity will repay ; 
With thee ſhall the forgiving find 
A ſweet forgiving day. 
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But juſtice lifts her ſcale 

And ſhakes her rod on high; 

or pray'rs, nor ſighs, nor tears avail 
The ſons of cruelty. 


PSALM XCV. Short Metre. 


The Right and Duty of private Judgment. 


MPOSTURE ſhrinks from light, - 
And dreads a curious eye: 

Thy doctrines, LoRD, the teſt invite, 

They bid us ſearch and try. 


Lok, to thy word we bring 
A meek, enquiring mind; 
And, joyful, at ſalvation's ſpring 
Refreſhing truth we find. 


With underſtanding bleſt, 
Created to be free, 

Our faith on man we dare not reſt, 
Subject to none but thee. 


O Los, our ſpirit lead, 

With ſoundeſt knowledge fill; 
From noxious error guard our creed, 
From prejudice our will. 


The truth once learn'd impreſs 
With ſavour on our heart ; 

And help us firmly to profeſs 
Gainſt all ſeducing art. 


PSALM XCVI. Long Metre, 
The Chriſtian Warfare. 


& LAND up, my ſoul, ſhake of thy fears, 
And gird the goſpel-armour on; 
March to the gates of endleſs joy, 


Where JEsvs thy great captain's gone. 
D& © 2 Hell - 


2 


3 


4 


2 


3 


4 


Hell and thy fins reſiſt the courſe, 

But hell and fin are vanquith'd foes ; 
Thy SAviouk nail'd them to the croſs, 
And ſung the triumph when he roſe. 


What tho? thine inward luſts rebel; 
*Tis but a ftruggling gaſp for life; 
The weapons of victorious grace 
Shall ſlay thy fins, and end the ſtrife. 


Then let my ſoul march boldly on, 
Preſs forward to the heav'nly gate, 
There peace and joy eternal reign, 
And glitt'ring robes for conqu'rors wait. 


5 There ſhall I wear a ſtarry crown, 
” had triumph in almighty grace, 
While all the armies of the ſkies 
Join in thy glorious leader's praiſe, 


PSALM XCVII. Short Metre. 


The Changes of Human Life appointed by Gon. 


S various as the moon 
Is man's eſtate below; 
To his bright day of gladneſs ſoon 
Succeeds a night of woe. 


The night of woe reſigns 
Its darkneſs and its grief ; 

Again the moon of comfort ſhines, 
And brings our ſouls relief. 


Yet not to fickle chance 8 
Is man's condition given: 

His dark and proſp'ring hours advance 
By the fix'd laws of heaven. 


Gop meaſures unto all 
Their lot of good and ill; 
Nor this too great, nor that too ſmall, 
Ordain'd by wiſeſt will. 


Let man conform his mind 
To every changing ſtate; 
ejoicing now, and now reſignꝰd 
Nor vainly ſtrive with fate. 


Hopeful and humble bear 

Thy evil and thy good: 

or by preſumption, nor deſpair, 
Weak mortals, be ſubdu'd. 


PSALM XCVII. Short Metre. 
Our Lives in the Hand of Gon. 


OV'REIGN of life, before thine eye, 
Lo! mortal men by thouſands die! 

Dne glance from thee at once brings down 
he prouceſt brow, that wears the crown. 


Baniſh'd at once from human fight 

To the dark grave's unchanging night, 
mpriſon'd in that dufty bed, 

e hide our ſolitary head. 


The friendly band no more ſhall greet, 
\ccents familiar once, and ſweet : 

No more the well-known features trace, 
No more renew the fond embrace. 


et if my father's faithful hand 
onduct me thro? this gloomy land, 
My ſou] with pleaſure ſhall obey, 
And follow where he leads the way. 


e nobler friends, than here I leave, 
In brighter ſurer worlds can give 
Or by the beamings of his eye 

A loſt creation well ſupply. 


0 PART I. 
| PSALM XCIX. short Metre. 
Support in Death. 

8 REHOLD the gloomy vale, 
Which thou, my ſoul, muſt tread, 


Beſet with terrors fierce and pale, 
That leads thee to the dead. 


2 Ye pleaſing ſcenes adieu, 
Which I ſo long have known : 
My friends, a long farewell to you, 
For I muſt pals alone. 


3 And thou, beloved clay, 
Long partner of my cares, 
In this rough path art torn away 
With agony and tears. 


4 But ſee a ray of light, 
With ſplendours all divine, 
Breaks thro? theſe doleful realms of night, 
And makes its horrors ſhine, 


5 Where death and darkneſs reigns, 
JEHOVAH is my ſtay: 
His rod my trembling feet ſuſtains, 
His ſtaff defends my way. 


6 Kind ſhepherd lead me on; 
My ſoul diſdains to fear ; 

Death's gloomy phantoms all are flown, 

Since life's great LORD is near. 


PSALM C. Long Metre. 
Humility. 


I 122 pride, alas, e' er made for man, 
Blind, erring, guilty creature he; 
His birth ſo mean, his life a ſpan, 
His wiſdom leſs than vanity ? 
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ho? wealth and power with dazzling rays 
And pageant ſtate this nothing dreſs; 
Dn the fair idol ſhall we gaze, 
And envy that as happineſs. 


Esus, by thy inſtruction taught, 
Dur fooliſh paſſions are repreſs'd ; 
We bluſh at our miſguided thought, 
nd ſee and call the humble bleſs'd. 


o know ourſelves, to learn of thee, 
nd bend our necks beneath the throne z 
hus dictates wiſe humility, 


his makes the wealth of heaven our own. 


PSALM CI. Long Metre, 


The Preſence of GOD our Foy and Support. 


As the good ſhepherd gently leads 

His wand'ring flocks to verdant meads, 
Where peaceful rivers, ſoft and ſlow, 
Amidſt the flow'ry landſcapes flow. 


o Gop, the guardian of my ſoul, 

Does all my erring ſteps controul ; 
hen loſt in ſin's perplexing maze, 
e leads me back to virtue's ways. 


ho* I ſhould journey thro? the plains, 
here death in all its horror reigns ; 

y ſteadfaſt heart no 1lLſhall fear, 
or thou, O Lox, art with me there, 


dy thee with peace and plenty bleſt, 
y life is one continu'd feaſt ; 
Thy ever-watchful providence 
s my ſupport and my defence. 
D bounteous God! my future days 
zhall be devoted to thy praiſe ; 
and in thy houſe thy ſacred name 
and wond'rous grace ſhall be my theme. 
PSALM 
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PSALM CH. Common Metre. 
In a Time of Sickneſs. 


I Tx of my life, look gently down, 
| Behold the pains I feel ; 
But I am dumb before thy throne, 
Nor dare diſpute thy will. 


2 Diſeaſes are thy ſervants, Loxp, 
They come at thy command ; 
Pl not attempt a murm'ring word 
Againſt thy chaſt'ning hand. 


3 Yet I may plead with humble cries, 
Remove thy ſharp rebukes ; 
My ſtrength conſumes, my ſpirit dies, 
Thro' thy repeated ſtrokes. 


4 Cruſh'd as a moth, beneath thy hand, 
We moulder to the duſt; 
Our feeble pow'rs can ne'er withſtand, 


And all our beauty's loſt. 


5 I'm but a ſojourner below, 
As all my fathers were; 
May I be well prepar'd to go, 
When I thy ſummons hear. 
6 But if my life be ſpar'd a while, 
Before my laſt remove, 


Thy praiſe ſhall be my buſineſs ſtill, 
And I'll declare thy love. 


Death and the Reſurrection. 


Short from the cradle to the grave: 
Who can ſecure his vital breath 
Againſt the bold arreſts of death, 
With ſkill to fly, or pow'r to ſave? 


PSALMCIII. Proper Metre. 


HINK, mighty Gop, on feeble man; 
How few his hours ! how ſhort his ſpan! 


08D, ſhall it be for ever ſaid, 
he race of man was only made 
For ſickneſs, ſorrow, and the duft | 
\re not thy ſervants day by day 
Sent to their graves, and turn'd to clay ? 
LokD where's thy kindnefs to the juſt ? 


aſt thou not promis'd to thy ſon 
And all his ſeed a heav'nly crown? 
But fleſh and ſenſe indulge deſpair : 
or ever bleſſed be the Loxp, 
That faith can read his holy word, 
And find a reſurrection there. 


or ever bleſſed be the Lorp, 

Vho gives his ſaints a large reward 
For all their toil, reproach and pain ; 

et all below, and all above, 

oin to proclaim thy wond'rous love, 
And each repeat their loud Amen. 


PSALM CIV. Common Metre. 


Breathing after Heaven. 


D ETURN, O Gon of love, return! 
Earth is a tirefom place 
low long ſhall we thy children mourn 
Our abſence from thy face ? 


et heav'n ſucceed our painful years, 
Let fin and ſorrow ceaſe ; | 
ind in proportion to our tears, 
So make our joys encreaſe. 


Thy wonders to thy ſervants ſhow, 
Make thy own work compleat ; 

Then ſhall our ſouls thy glory know, 
And own thy love was great. 


Then ſhall we ſhine before thy throne, 
In all thy goodneſs, Lox; 


n! 


2 
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And the poor ſervice we have done 
Meet a divine reward. 


PSALM CV. Short Metre. 


de Frailty and Shortneſs of Life. 


1 ORD, what a feeble piece 
Is this our mortal frame ! 
Our life how poor a trifle *tis, 
That ſcarce deſerves the name ! 


2 Alas! the brittle elay 
That built our body firſt 


And ev'ry month and ev'ry day 
*Tis mould'ring back to duſt, 


3 Our moments fly apace, 
Nor will our minutes ſtay ; 


Juſt like a flood our haſty days, 
Are ſweeping us away. 
4 Well, it our days muſt fly, 
We'll keep their end in ſight ; 


We'll ſpend them all in wiſdom's way, 
And let them ſpeed their flight. 


5 They'll waft us ſooner o'er 
This life's tempeſtuaus fea ; 


Soon we ſhall reach the e ſhore 
Of bleſt eternity. 


PSALM CVI. Long Metre. 
Health, Sickweſs and Recovery. 


I 12 was my health, my day was bright, 
And I preſum'd *twould ne'er be night : 
Fondly I ſaid within my heart, 
(0418 «© Pleaſure and peace fhall ne'er depart,” 
140 2 But I forgot thy arm was ſtrong, __ 
1 ** made my mountain ſtand ſo lag; 
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don as thy face began to hide, 
y health was gone, my comforts dy” d. 


ry'd aloud to thee, my Gop; 

What canſt thou profit by my blood ? 
Deep in the duſt can 1 declare 

Thy truth, or fing thy goodneſs there? 


Hear me, O Gop of grace, I faid, 
Nor let me fink among the dead: 
y word rebuk'd the pains 1 felt, 
y pard'ning love remov'd my guilt. 


groans, and tears, and forms of woe, 
e turn'd to joy and praiſes now; —_ 
hrow my fackcloth on the ground, 

d eaſe and gladneſs gird me round. 

y tongue, the glory of my frame, 

all ne'er be ſilent of thy name; 


hy praiſe ſhall ſound thro? earth and heav'n, 
pr ſickneſs heal'd, and fins forgiv'n. 


PSALM CVH. Long Metre. 
Storm and Thunder. 


IVE to the Los, ye ſons of fame, 
Give to the LokD renown and pow'r; 
cribe due honours to his name, 

d his eternal might adore. 


e LoRD proclaims his pow'r aloud 
er the ocean and the land; 

s voice divides the wat'ry cloud, 

d lightnings. blaze at his command. 

> ſpeaks, and tempeſt, hail and wind, 
y the wide foreſt bare around ; 

e fearful hart and frighted hind 

ap at the terror of the ſound. 
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4 The Lonp fits ſovereign on the flood; 
The thund' rer reigns for ever king; 
But makes his church his bleſt adode, 
Where we his awful glories ſing. 


5 In gentler language there the LoRD 
The counſel of his grace imparts; 
Amidit the reging ſtorm, his word 
Speaks peace and courage to our hearts. 


PSALM CVIII. Common Metre. 
The good Man's Reſolution. | 


I Or juſtice and of grace J ſing, 
And pay my Gop my vows ; 
Thy grace and juſtice, heav'nly king, 
Teach me to rule my houſe. 


2 Now to my tent, O Gop, repair, 
And make thy ſervant wiſe ; 
PII ſuffer nothing near me there 
That ſhall offend thy eyes. 


3 The man that doth his neighbour wrong 
By falſhood or by force, 
The ſcornful eye, the fland'rous tongue, 
I'll thruſt them from my doors. 


4 I'll ſeek the faithful and the juſt, Ke 
And will their help enjoy ; 
Theſe are the friends that I ſhall truſt, 
The ſervants I'll employ. 


5 The wretch that deals in ſly deceit 
I'll not endure a night ; 
The liar's tongue I ever hate, 


And baniſh from my ſight. 
6 I'll purge my family around, 
And make the wicked flee ; 


So ſhall my houſe be ever found 
A dwelling fit for thee. 


PART 1. 


The Mutability of the Creation. 


REAT Former of this various frame! 
Our ſouls adore thy awful name; 

d bow and tremble while they praiſe 

e ancient of eternal days. | 


r days a tranſient period run, 

4 change with ev'ry circling ſun ; 
d in the firmeſt ſtate we boaſt . 
oth can cruſh us into duſt. 


let the creatures fall around ; 
death confign us to the ground; 
the laſt genꝰ ral flame ariſe, 

1 melt the arches of the ſkies: 


m as the ſummer's ocean, we 
all the wreck of nature ſee ; 
ile grace ſecures us an abode, 
ſhaken as the throne of Gop. 


PSALM cx. Common Metre. 


The Love of GoD the greateſt Bleſſing. 


God to build the houſe deny, 
The builders work in vain 
towns without his wakeful eye 
n uſeleſs watch maintain. 


ore the morning-beams ariſe, 

x our painful work renew, | 

d till the ſtars aſcend the ſkies 

x our tireſom toil purſue. 

ort be your ſleep, and coarſe your fare; 
1 vain, till Gop hath bleſt ; 


t if his ſmiles attend your care, 
ou {hall have food ng reſt, 


PSALM CIX. Long Metre. 
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4 Nor children, re: relatives, nor friends, 
Shall real blefſi + ove, s 
Nor all the, he —_ 
If * wi thout 25 owe. 
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I PSALM CXI. LEG 01 

If Go the Pratector of good Men. f 
y : HOU, Lox, thro? ev'ry changing bene, 

i Haſt to thy ſaints a refuge been; 

| Thro? ev'ry age, eternal Gop, 
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Their pleafing home, their fafe abode. * 


2 In thee our fathers ſought their reſt; 
In thee our fathers ſtill are bleſt ; 
And while the tomb confines their duſt,  - 
In thee their ſouls abide and truſt, 24 26014 


3 Lo, we are ris'n, a feeble race, * 
Awhile to fill our fathers place; 5:13 Jed 
Our helpleſs ſtate with pity view, | 
And let us ſhare their refuge too. 


4 Thro” all the thorny paths we trace 
In this uncertain wilderneſs, | 
When friends deſert and foes invade, . 
Revive our heart, and guard our head. 


5 So when this pilgrimage is o'er, 
And we muſt dwell in fleſh no more, 
To thee our ſepꝰrate fouls ſhall come, 
And find in thee a ſurer home. 


6 To thee our infant race we leavez _ 
Them may their fathers God receive; = 
That voices yet unform*d may raiſe 

an N of humble: NI * 
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PART III. 
PSALM CXII. Common Metre. ' 
The Ways of the Upright known to Gov. 


O thee, my Gop, my days are known; 
My ſoul emoys the thought ; 

y actions all before thy face, 

Nor are my faults forgot. 


ch ſecret breath devotion vents 
Is vocal to thy ear; 

d all my walks of daily life 
Before thy eye appear. 

ze vacant hour, the active ſcene, 
hy mercy ſhall approve, | 

dd ev'ry page of fympathy, 

And ev'ry care of love. 

ch golden hour of beaming light 

3 gilded by thy rays, | 

d dark affliction's midnight gloom, 
\ preſent Gobd ſurveys. 

Il in thy view thro? life 1 paſs, 

And in thy view I die; 

d when each mortal bond is broke, 
Shall find my Gop is nigh. 


ip'd of its little earthly all 

My ſoul in ſmiles ſhall go y | 
d in a heav'nly heritage 

It's father's bounty know. 


PSALM ex. Common Metre. 
D's Condeſtenſion in his tender Care of Mankind. 


\ ND will the majeſty of heav'n 
Accept us for his ſheep ? 

d with a ſhepherd's tender care 
Such worthleſs creatures keep? 


C 2 2 2 And 
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2 And will he ſpread his guardian arme 
Round our defenceleſs head? 
And cauſe us gently to lie down N 

In his refreſhing ſhade ? 


3 And will he lead our weary ſouls 
To that delightful ſcene, 
Where rivers of ſalvation flow 
Thro” paſtures ever green? 


4 What thanks can mortal men repay 

For favours great as thine ? 

Or how can tongues of feeble clag 
Proclaim ſuch love divine ? the: 


3 Eternal Gop, how mean are we ! 
How richly gracious. thou ! ce ol 
Our ſouls, o'erwhelm'd with humble joy, 
In filent tranſports bow. 2 


PSALM CXIV. Short Metre. 
God's Gare of thoſe aubo truſt in him. 


1 HAY gentle Gop's commands 

How kind his precepts are! 

Come caſt your burdens on the Logn, 
And truſt his conſtant care. 


2 While providence ſupports, 
Let ſaints ſecurely dwell; 
That hand, which bears all nature u, 
Shall guide his children well. 4 


3 _—_ ſhould this anxious load 
Preſs down your weary mind ? 


al Haſte to your heav'nly father's throne, 
4 And ſweet refreſhment find. 

| a His goodneſs ſtands approv'd 14 

Down. to the preſent daa 

I' drop my burden at his feet, 1 W 

And bear a ſong away. 


* 


PART 1I. 
PSALM CXV. Common Metre. 
Unfruitfulneſs under Goſpel Privileges. 


ONG have I ſat beneath the ſound 
Of thy ſalvation, Loxp; 

ſtill how weak my faith is found, 
nd knowledge of thy word! 


I frequent thy holy place, 
Ind hear almoſt in vain ; 

ſmall a portion of thy grace, 
y memory can retain ! 


ou great Almighty, and my Gop, 
ow little art thou known | 
all the judgments of thy rod, 

und bleſſings of thy throne ! 


cold and feeble is wy love ! 
ow negligent my fear ! 

low my hopes of joys above ! 
ow few affections there ! 


eat Go, thy quick'ning pow'r impart, 
To give thy word " Ds * 

ite thy ſalvation in my heart, 

And make me learn thy grace. 


w my forgetful feet the way 

hat leads to joys on high ; | 
ere knowledge grows without decay, 
ind love ſhall never die. 


PSALM CXVI. common Metre. 
The Death and Burial of a Saint. 


de meſſenger which JEsvus ſends 
q call them to the ſky. ' 
C3 


HY do we mourn departing friends? 
Or ſhake when death draws nigh 2 . 


* 
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2 Are 


2 Are we not tending upward too, 
As faft as time can move ? 
Nor would we wiſh the hours more flow, 
To keep us from our love. 


3 Why ſhould we tremble to convey 
Their bodies to the tomb? 
*T was there the fleſh of Jesvus lay, 
And left a long perfume. 


4 The graves of all the ſaints he bleſt, 

And ſoften'd ev'ry bed; | 

Where ſhould the dying members reſt, 
But with the dying head ? 


s Thence he aroſe, aſcending high, 
And ſhew?'d our feet the way; 
Up to the Lox our fleſh ſhall fly 
At the great rifing-day. 


6 Then let the laſt loud trumpet ſound, 
110 And bid our kindred rife ; | 
N Awake ye nations under ground; 
Fi Ye ſaints aſcend the ſkies. 
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PSALM CXVII. Long Metre. 
T he Congueft of Death and Grief by Views of the l 


1 IFT up, ye ſaints your weeping eyes; 
L Suſpend your ſorrows and our fighs; 
Turn all your groans to joyful tongs, 
Which JEsvs dictates to your tongues, _ _ 

2 Thus faith the Saviour from his throne, 
* Behold all former things are gone, 

«© Paſt like an anxious dream away, 

* Chas'd by the golden beams of day. 
3 © See in celeftial pomp array'd, | 
A new-created world difplay'd ; 
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PART 18. 


ark with what light its proſpects ſhine ! 

ow grand, how various, how divine ! 

here my own gentle hand fhalt dry 
Each tear from each o'erflowing eye; 


or ever there my people dwell, 
Beyond the rage of death and hell.“ 


in king of terrors, boaſt no more 

y antient wide- extended pow'r ; 

h ſaint in life with CHAIS H his head 
all reign, when thou thyſelf art dead. 


PSALM CXVIII. Common Metre. 
4 Thought of Death and Glory. 


Y ſoul, come meditate the day, 
And think how near it ſtands, 
hen thou muſt quit this houſe of clay, 

And fly to unknown lands. 


d you, my eyes, look down and view 
he hollow gaping tomb; 

is gloomy priſon waits for you, 
hene'er the ſummons come, 

could we die with thoſe that die, 

Ind place us in their ſtead ; 


en would our fpirits learn to fly, 
d converſe with the dead. 


en ſhould we ſee the ſaints above 
In their own glorious forms, 
d wonder why our ſouls ſhould love 
To dwell with mortal worms. 


ſe ſhould, almoſt, forſake our clay 
Before the ſummons come, | 

d pray and wiſh our ſouls away 
To their eternal home. 


ay 


4 


40 PART III. 


PSALM xx. Short. Metre. 
The, Death of Friends improved. f 


I OW ſwift the torrent rolls 
That bears us to the ſea ; 
The tide that bears our thoughtleſs ſouls 
To vaſt eternity ! | 


2 Our fathers, where are they, 
With all they call'd their own? + 
Their joys and griefs, and hopes and cares, 
And wealth and honour gone? 


There, where the fathers lie, 
Muſt all the children dwell ; 


Nor other heritage poſſeſs 
But ſuch a gloomy cell. "1 


4 Gov of our fathers, hear, 8 20 a 

Thou everlaſting friend ; — 

While we, as on life's utmoſt verge, n 
Our ſouls to thee commend. 


5 Of all the pious dead 


m « W U 


May = the footſteps trace, 
2 with them in the land of light l 
ell before thy face. e 


Pe S ALM CXX. Common Metre. 
Life to be improved. 


NCE more, my ſoul, the riſing day 
Salutes thy waking eyes; 
Once more, my voice, thy tribute pay 
To him who rules the ſkies. 


2 Night unto night his name repeats, 
The day renews the ſound, EEE | 
Wide as the heav'n on which he fits Tn 
| To turn the ſeaſons round. 2 


PART III. 


is he ſupports my mortal frame, 

My tongue ſhall ſpeak his praiſe; 

y fins would rouze his wrath to flame, 
And yet his wrath delays. 


thouſand wretched ſouls are fled 
Since the laſt ſetting ſun 

d yet thou length'neſt out my thread, 
And yet my moments run! 
od Gop, let all my hours be thine, 
Whilſt I enjoy the light ; 

en ſhall my ſun in ſmiles decline, 

nd bring a pleaſing night. 


PSALM CXXI. Long Metre. 
Salvation by divine Grace. 


OW to the pow'r of Gop ſupreme, 


Be everlaſting honours giv'n; 
e ſaves from hell, (we bleſs his name) 
e calls our wand” ring feet to heav'n. 


ot for their duties or deſerts, 

ut of his own abounding grace, 
e gave the goſpel to mankind, 

o form a people for his praiſe. 


sus, the LorD, appears at laſt, 

nd makes his Father's counſels known; 
eclares the great tranſactions paſt, 

nd brings immortal bleſſings down. 


e dies; and in that dreadful night 
did all the pow'rs of hell deſtroy 

ifing he brought our heav'n to light, 
Ind took poſſeſſion of the joy. | 


4. PART IE 
PSALM CXXI.* Common Metre. 


The final Happineſs of the Righteous. 


I „ rg my ear, my heart rejoice ; 
While Je$vs from his throne, 
Amidſt the bright angelic hoſts, 
Makes his laſt ſentence known. 


2 When finners, baniſh*d from his face, 
| To raging flames are driv'n, 
His voice with melody divine, 

Thus calls his ſaints to heav'n. 


3 * Bleſt of my father, all draw near, 
Receive the large reward; 


And rife with triumph to poſſeſs | 
“The kingdom love prepar'd. . | 
&« Fre earth's foundations firſt were laid, 
© This ſov'reign purpoſe wrought, 
And rear'd thoſe palaces divine 
* To which you naw are brought. 


5 © There ſhall yon reign unnumber'd Years, 
Protected by my pow'r;- | | 
„ While fin and hell, and pains and cares, 
„ Shall vex your fouls no more. 


6 May Car1sT our glorious Saviour * N a7 


This jubilee proclaim, © 1222 „299 
And teach us accents fit to praiſe 1 
So great, ſo dear a name. £221: 


PSALM CXXIII. Long Metre. 
The Diſſolution of the preſent World: un 


iT Y waken'd ſoul, extend thy wings 
Beyond the verge of mortal things; 
See this vain world in ſmoke decay, 
And rocks and mountains melt away. 


7 7 — 


PART. UI. 


1d the fiery deluge roll! 8 
2 heav'n's wide arch from pole to pole; 
e ſun, no more thy luſtre boaſt; 
emble and fall, ye ſtarry hoſt ! 


is wreck of nature all around, 

e angel's ſhout, the trumpet's ſound, 
pud the deſcending judge proclaim, 
ad echo his tremendous name. 


Wildren of Adam, all appear 

With rev'rence round his awful bar; 
Ir, as his lips pronounce, ye go 

> endleſs blifs or hopeleſs woe. 


dad, to my eyes this ſcene diſplay, 
equent thro? each revolving day, 
nd let thy grace my foul prepare 
o meet its full redemption there } 


PSALM CXXIV. Common Metre. 


Saints glorified. 
HESE glorious minds, how bright they ſhine ! 
Whence all their white array? 


ow came they to the happy ſeats 
Of everlaſting day? | 


atient they ſuffer'd for the Logp, 
And did the will of Gop; 

hus they ſecur'd their maker's love, 
And gain'd his bleſt abode. 

ow they approach a ſpotleſs Gop, 
And bow before his throne ; | 


heir warbling harps, and ſacred ſongs, 
Adore the holy p „ 

he unveiPd glories of his face 
Amongſt his ſaints reſide; 
hile the rich treaſures of his grace 
Sees all their wants ſupply'd. 


5 Tormenting 
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5 Tormenting thirſt ſhall leave their fouls, 7 OY 
And hunger flee as faſt; | 

The fruit of life's immortal tree 3 

| Shall be their ſweet repaſt. . 

6 The Lamb ſhall lead his heav? nly lock 9 
Where living fountains riſe; NS RY 

And love divine ſhall wipe away 1 
The ſorrows of their eyes. 


PSALM exxv. common Metre. k 
The Reſurrection of CarIST. 3 


1 DLEST morning, whoſe young dawning ra O 
B Beheld our riſing Logp; F 4 
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| That ſaw him triumph o'er the duſt, 114 [ 
And leave his dark abode. en $200 
| 2 In the cold priſon of a tomb e 
The dead Redeemer lay, * 
10 Till the revolving ſkies had brought 
j The third, th' appointed day. 
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3 Hell and the grave unite their force 
To hold our head in vain; 

The ſleeping conqueror aroſe, 
And burſt their feeble chain. 


4 To thy great name, O bleſſed LORD, 
We ſacred honours pay, | 

And loud Ho/annas ſhall proclaim rn 
The triumphs of the day. 


5 Salvation, and immortal praiſe 5 Y | 
To our victoridus king; : 
Let heav'n and earth, and rocks and ſeas, 


With glad Heſannas ring. 
© iv 
1:24] 22% 
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PART III. 
PSALM CXXVI. Common Metre. 


The Aſcenſion of - CHRIST. 


OSANNA to the prince of light, 
That cloth'd himſelf in clay; 
\ter'd the iron gates of death," 

And tore the bars away. + 


>ath is no more the king of dread, 

Since our Redeemer roſe ; | | 5 
took the tyrant's ſting awayy oO 

And ſpoil'd our helliſh foes. '* '- 1 2 

e how the conqu”ror mounts aloft, 5 

And to his Father flies, | 

ith ſcars of honour in his fleſh, - 

And triumph in his eyes! 


* 


here our exalted Saviour reigns, 
And ſcatters bleſſings down 
ur Jxsus fills a glorious ſeat, © 
In his great Father's throne.” 


aiſe your thankſgivings mortal tone 

For endleſs life reftor'd ; guy * 
weet be the accents of your ſongs | 

To our exalted Logn. 


right angels, ſtrike your loudeſt ſtrings, 
Your ſweeteſt voices raiſe ; 

et heav'n and all created things 

Sound our Redeemer's praiſe. 


2 


PSALM exxvn. Common Metre. 
The Importance of early Piety. 


NDULGENT Gon, with pitying eye | 
The ſons of men ſurvey, | 
nd ſee how youthful ſinners ſport 
In a deſtructive way! 
a Ten 
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2 Ten thouſand danger lurk around, 
To bear them to the tomb; 


Each in an hour may plunge them N 
Where hope can never come. 


3 Reduce, O Loan, their wandring — 
Amus'd with airy dreams; | 
That heav'nly wiſdom. may diſpel 
Their viſionary ſchemes. 


4 With holy caution may they walk, 
And be thy word their guide; 
Till each the deſert ſafely paſs'd, 
On Zion's hill abide. 


PSALM CXXVIIL. . Metre. 


Foy and Profperity from the Bl:ffng of Goy. 


1 88 on our ſouls, eternal Gon, 

| With rays of favour ſhine | 

O let thy mercy crown our. days, 
And all their round be thine ! 


2 Did we not raiſe our . to thee, 
Our hands migbt tail in vain ; 


Small joy ſucceſs itſc could give, 
If thou thy love reſtrain. 


3 With thee let ev'ry week begin; 
With thee each day be ſpent; 
For thee each fleeting hour improv'd, 
| Since each by thee is lent. 


4 Thus chear us thro” life's various ſcene, 
Till all our labours ceaſe ; 
And heav'n refreſh our weary ſouls 
With everlaſting peace. 
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PSALM CXXIX? Short Mitre 
The Mercies of Go leading to Repentance: 


S this the kind Rare, 

And theſe the thanks we Gwe, | 
us to abuſe eternal love, 
Whence all our bleſſings flow? 


On us he bids the Tun 

Shed his reviving rays ; 

r us the ſkies their circles run 
To lengthen out our days. 


he brutes obey their Gop, 
And bow their necks to men; 
It we more baſe, more brutiſh things, 
Reject his eaſy reign. 


Let paſt ingratitude 
Provoke our weeping eyes, 
nd hourly as new mercies fall, 


Let hourly thanks ariſe. 


PSALM CXXX. ——— Metre. 
The Chriſtian's Vt 50 or Reſolution. 


Jy E 4 whoſe all- bounteous hand 
ople ople ti are fed, | 


ho wy the changing ſcenes of life 
Haſt all our fathers led. 


o thee our humble vows we raiſe, 
To thee addreſs our pray'r, 
nd in thy kind and faithful hand, 
We leave each earthly care. 


thou thro? each perplexing path, 
Wilt be our conftant guide; . 
thou wilt daily bread ſupply, 
And raiment wilt r 5 
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